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many flagging spirits in an officers' mess. But there was
plenty left for the German invaders.
Yes, amid all that welter of blood and slaughter, dis-
figurement and madness, there were shafts of humour and
ridiculous moments. It may have been life at full tilt, but
it was still life. The whole, and not just a part, was exag-
gerated. I came out of those years unscathed. Yet a few
weeks before the Armistice a man with twenty years' service
was killed by shrapnel while sitting three feet away from
me over a cup of tea.
" Dick !   What's the matter old boy ?"
There was no answer.
He was gone.   And I was left.